THE SHEEP SHEARERS

felt themselves helpless in such forcible and skilful
hands. It took just over two minutes to disengage
the fleece of a heavy merino. The moment that
the fleece fell the young athlete had the sheep on
its legs, pushed it by the rump between his
straddled legs, and hustled it down a sloping
gangway to a narrow pen beneath. Instantly
a second unshorn sheep was dragged out from the
pen behind the shearer, and on the same level.
Sometimes the man would pause just a moment
or two to drink a few drops of water from a
primeval drinking gourd hung on a beam behind
him ; but that was the only sort of cessation.

Each man's tally was kept by means of a count
of the shorn animals that were cooped in the
narrow pen below and behind the shed; and lest
the men should work too jealously, and perhaps
hurt the sheep in their competitive zeal, each
tally was a secret between the shearer and the
manager. I was let into it, and saw that ten men
were shearing an average of over two hundred
sheep in a day of about seven working hours.
The price to the shearer was two pounds a hun-
dred. The neck of a merino is peculiarly difficult
to shear, but the men seemed to drive the machine
into the heavy folds with the rough energy of a
crow-bar driven into the ground. Yet the animals
did not appear to suffer. Each bled a fraction like
the chin of a badly shaven man, but you could
see no conscious discomfort.

The intensive energy of the shearers imparted
itself to all the workers : the men with the brooms
(made out of the straw and ear of brown millet)
swept up the relic wool as if their life depended
on it. The quickest, most continuous worker of
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